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Por the Rural acest, 
THE OLD MAN’S STORY. 
Who that has ever traveled through the western 
part of the state of Massac husttts, has not visited | 
Monument Mountain, and seen 


‘Where the lovely and wild 
Are mingled in harmony on Nature's fuce.’— 


If there are any such, let them follow my example 
and take the first opportunity of viewing that scene 
of many a tradition; traditions fraught with deep 
wid burning interest. It was yet early on a May 
morning when T reached the summit of that terrific | 
steep. The morning was a beautiful one, nature | 
was decked in her most ‘ gorgeous apparel,” and 
while viewing the prospect before me, I felt the full | 
force of the beautiful description given it by Bry-| 
ant; a desc ription, by which the mountam 

ity semGeres Wiiuorcal, but ali future atvcem pts 
paint ” futile. 

While laying my ear over the dizzy height to 
‘atch the sounds of the air as it came whispering up, 
and which have been said to resemble the gentle 
murmurings of the ocean, I heard the voice of one 
apparently in fervent prayer. Turning to the di- 
rection from which it came, T observed, on a crag, 
but a little distance below me, an old man upon 
his knees—his face was turned reverently upward— 
his head was uncovered and his grey locks were wa-' 
ving in the breeze—tears big and scalding were 
flowing down his furrowed cheeks—his hands were 
clasped, and with a voice husky through emotion, 
he was pouring out his soul to his God. T listened 
with breathless attention until he ceased, I then) 
went to him and requested an account of those 
criefs, which, too mighty for his mind to grapple, 
with, seemed fast crushing him. In answer to my 
request, he replied, * It is a long, sad tale, yet it! 
does me good to repeat it. I am relieved of half 
my burden, when IT can find one, who listening 
to an old man’s sorrows can sympathise with me. 
Set down and you shall hear it.’ 

‘Forty years ago and | was the sole possessor of 
the whole of this beautiful valle v below us. Part of 
“hich was left me by my parents, the remainder was 
acquired by my own hard industry. Day and night 
! toiled cheerfully if so be I might add to my stores. 
Vet not for myself that I was adding * pos- 

ion to possession,’ but for an only son—then a 
right-eyed, fair-hatred boy. lia mother died at 


le not 


to 


it wae 


imy son's 











wea 


his birth ; and he, being all that was left of her who 
was ‘ lovely even beyond her sex,’ was doubly 
endeared to me. In him my whole soul was wrapt ; 


Jand for what | supposed was to be to him a benefit, I 


used td spend many a weary night in forming plans, 
and Jabour until Twas exhausted in putting them 
into execution. 

‘ Thus time passed on until Albert (for that was 
sname) had arrived at the age of seventeen. 
Then had my fondest hopes been realized. I was 
the wealthiest individual in the county. But to see 
my son rank first in riches was not my Only ambition, 
[longed tosee him possessed of inte Hectual treasures 
as extensive, as vast as those less valuable T had been 
accumulating for him. Accordingly when at the age 
|just mentioned [ placed him at one of the first col- 
legiate institutions the country afforded. He there 
fell in with some of that ‘ shoal of modern sciolists 
that are babbling to the world their infidel crudities.’ 
That superticial class who having got a litte insight 
into philosophical inysteries * strut about and even 
dave to pluck their Maker by the beard.’ Albert 
was a volatile youth and they determined to gain 
him. Aecordingly all that a blind and foolish 
ske ptic ism had ever imagined or devised was arrayed 
against his slight grounded faith. He fell an easy 
virtue once every barrier was 
removed to his initiation into all those haunts of 
nameless infamy which are ever hanging about an 
university. Dissipation, is, as some says of 
another evil, a magical stream; do you but ‘wade 
sufficient to wet the soles of your feet, you are by 
some mystic influence urged in deeper and deeper, 
until you are sucked into the roaring vortex and pe- 
rish. Soitwas. He entered, and drank deep ot its 


prey. liis cone, 


one 


|turbid waters before he was gradusted, 


‘ Lnmediately after leaving coilege he repaired to 
one of our large cities for the P urpose of conumencing 
the study of the ‘ dry and obstruse science of law. 3 
He there gave himself up whoily to cambling, har- 
lotry and drunkenness. The law office he never 
entered except to laugh with the clerks about the 
old miser, his father, and whom he liad as completely 
(to use his own expression) ‘ sucked in.’ His calls 
on me for money were lond and frequent. T never 
lad, ] Hever could ¢ le ns 


My estate was wasting from 
his demands like snow ‘unde rasuinmer’s sun. Yer 
I gave all that he asked, and even more. In five 
short years the whole of my property was gone 
And I who had so long prided myself mpon being 
unrivalled in point of wealth, 
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‘The news was carried to him. It stung him to 
the quick. He returned like the prodigal son of 
old implored forgiveness. 

ast was forgotten. He became an altered man. 

Ve applied ourselves diligently to the recovery of} 
the wealth which his long extravagance had squan-|, 
dered. We were gaining it rapidly. Albert became || 
attached to Mary 5. a lovely, ainiable girl. His love 
was reciprocated. hey wereimarried. They lived 
together two years in the enjoyment of unalloyed 
happiness.’ 

‘It was about this time that he returned, like the 
* dog to his vomit,’ to his former iniquitous practices. 
The cause I never knew; one would have thought 
the knowledge of the cuilt and misery which fol- 
lowed his former career, and above all the chidings 
of a wife whom he loved would have deterred him; 
but it did not. Whenever in his sober moments it 
was adverted to, he treated it with a sneer; and the 
only reward which his wife obtained for her gentle 
remonstrances, was a shower of abuse and appro- 
brious epithets. She was fast nearing the grave, 
sinking under the leaden pressure of a broken heart. 
I have known him freque tly, after returning from 
the grog shop intoxicated and redolent with its in- 
suftei ‘able stench, finding his wife up and waiting 
his return, beat her most crue lly. One memorable 





night, he was absent later than usual, he at last 
returned intoxicated more than ever. She had 


waited for him, and in spite of his Joathsomeness, 
welcomed him with akiss. He returned a blow which 
felled her to the floor, from which she never arose : 
before morning she was a corpse. 

‘ Morning brought him to his senses. Hey unpar- 
alleled kindness and goodness—his base ingratitude 
and brutal atrocity, came upon hin with redoubled 
weight. Remorse with its thousand scor pion stings, 
pierced his conscience through and through. He 
kissed her cold corpse and left the house. Fearing 
the consequence, [ followed ; he directed his course 
to this crag, and before [ could arrive to detain 
him, threw himself from it upon the rocks below. 
The few fragments of his body which could be found | 
were collected and interred with the corpse ofhis wile. 

‘To settle his estate, I sacrificed all that L then 
possessed, and have ever since supported myself by 
‘ day-labour. This I shall have to do but a little 
longer. My sands are almost run. My only desire 
now is to die at peace with my Maker and to be | 
buried on yonder hillock where lie the remains of| 
my wife and child,’ Tuorsron, | 








THE ACTRESS, 
A TRANSLATION.—BY L. I, M. 


To kneel for hours at beauty’s feet, 
Io start when rival steps draw near, 
With ardent warmth het glance to meet, 
And pour soft flutrertes in her ear 
Po woo, till won by fairer forums 
Aud brighter eyes, and then fu raake ; 
And while new hope new fancy warms, 
To leave her trusting heart tu break 
So men love 
' ‘ : 
‘Ha! Lennox—how are you ?—whither are you 
bound this fine starlight night >’ 
‘Art thou in London, and askest thou such a 


Need I say all that was], 





question ? where but to see a star far brighter than 
any above us, the universal magnet of attraction, the 
empress of all hearts, the sweet songstress of the 
south, In short the Prima Donna of the King’s The-| 
\V hy youn are-m King Cambyses’ vein: thi fain} 
evren ha nny your heart away % 
‘f>|,! Tinieht as velllove yyre briclt particular | 
Sher. a Seriously, ehe is quite comme al fowt?’ 


RU R AL REPOSITORY, 





: Undoubieilty, it would be worse tha um treason to 
doubt it, except on her own te rms.” 
‘Come but and see her im La Vestale to-night, 


and then, * infidel, Pwill have thee onthe hip.” Oh! 
she is perfect as a singer, surpassing as an actress, 
and more exquisite as a woman than either. Come, 
Willoughby, you must sce her. 

‘Excuse me, Colonel, I have had my dose of 
Italian Signoras and Donnas in their own bright 
clime ; [ am, as you know, particularly 
engaged,’ 

‘Why, man, you had better be out of the world 
than out of the fashion, and who but yourself would 
have been so long without seeing the beautiful Es- 
telle, unless they lived somewhere by Russel square 
or Gothland.’ 

‘Well, we will compromise, throw away an hour 


besides, 


with me at Lady Grosvenor’s, and we shall still be 


in time for the last act of La Vestale.’ 
‘And is it come to this? out, 
matrimony, why tormentest thou this man! Nay, 


never look so rueful, my frend Benedick Secundus, 
for Ellen Grosvenor is a very sweet girl, though not 
comparable to my Ltalian Aurora Borealis.’ 


an 1s 


thai 


‘Take you care, Lennox, that she do not prove 
fatuus, to Jead you into ruin.’ 

Colonel Lennox inade some gay rejoinder, and 
the friends proceeded together to Park Place, where, 
as Lennox had hinted, the lady to whom W illough 
by Was In a few weeks to be united, resided with 
her mother, 

Ellen Grosvenor a lovely gul, very gentle 
and relinipg—ber Tntrmsic excellence was 
known to few. for like the night bloomme flower, 
she shrunk from tumult and glare, and unfolded 
her beauty alone in silence and shade. Brought up 
by tender parents, and hedged around by fortune, 


Wills 


very 


‘rank and afleetion, she had never been placed in 


situations to call forth the hidden energies of her 
character, and they lav buried within her heart like 
the hidden fires of the Pyrennees burning beneath 
snow. Her first affections had been placed om 
Recinald Willoughby, and unlike the general course 
of true love all thines were favorable to their union 
He had been accepted in due form, settlements had 
been made, dowrtes settled on younger children 
to the sixth or seventh branches, houses bought and 
furnished, byunalt, paraphernalia 
imported, and a special licenee proecur d. What 
r—It would be inquiring too 
the fai bride would not 
willingly have sacrificed all this pomp and circum. 
stance for a little more of that freshness of heart, 
stamp of nature which a eurrenev with the 
world invariably effaees. But if such a thought did 
intrude to damp her happiness, she quickly drove 
it from her. and resolved to believe her lover every 


carrlages wedding 


more could be desired 


ininutely to ask whether 


thing that her secret fancy desired him to be. How 
far Willoughby caine up to the colorings of her 
young heart, will be seen by the sequel; at all 


events, he was nobly born, highly educate d, hand- 
some in person, and talented inimind; and though 
hot over rich in this world’s goods at present, bis 
prospects for the future were sufficiently brilliant to 
render him a good match for Ellen Grosvenor, even 
s to £50,000. 

fricnds left Park Place and 
about the 
to catceha 


though she was here 
It was late when the 
sembled priva 
limpee 
she pact to her 
Lowey 


dith 


crowds were alread a 
door of the Opera House , in hope: 


of the celebrated Prima Donna, a 
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carriace. whieh was in waiting tor her, they 
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pigeon hole in the third tier, It was in ithe ( iookun 
scene of the last act, nor could Lennox have chosen 
a moment better calculated to display the stupend- 
ous powers of his favorite. She was standing before 
the Mavi by whom she is condemned to die for 
broken vows, and the glanee of the wild cagle was 
not more undaunted and proud than that with 
which she surveyed the preparations for her doom, 
The fearless energy with which La Vestale is SUp- 
posed to brave their wrath, the withering contempt 
of her laugh as she dashes away the blazing sun 
from ber breast, the invincible resolution with which 
she conceals the partyer of her guilt, were all given 
with a dreadful power. She seeined herself to re- 
ize the character she personated, and be swept 
away by the violence of the emotions she portrayed, 
Sone burst from her Lipps | in Wild, taconscious warb- 
hinges , and scemed the natural e A pression ol hes 
agony—her eve was dilated, her limbs rigid, he: 
cheek pale as the marble tomb where the sacrifice 
is to be pertected. ‘Then the sudden change to 
lite and joy, the triumphant burst of passion with 
which she hails her deliverer, and lastly the return- 
me gentleness and modesty so beautiful in woman 
with which she draws her lone dishevelled tresses 
her face, and as if sinking back into herself, 
shuns the gaze of the shouting crowds. 

The curtain fell—vet for soune moments the ilu- 
sion continued, and a breathless silence reigned 
through the house, as if the vy expected ag ain to hea 
those entrancing tones of power. The hi oh wrought 
trance Vanished at last, and then, with one 
the multitude arose, and paid their thundering trib 
ute to the surpassing genius of the syren. Lennox 
turned triumphantly to claim from Willoughby an 
acknowledgement of her wert, and beheld him 
leaping agatost the back part of the box, pale and 
agitated, 

‘Ha, Willoughby! (he said 
you also teel her mac 

Ask ine 
the house; Lam not well.’ 

‘That is easier said than done, 
as this; but come, I know a private staircase, 
which we can escape the throng 

‘ Joead on, thea: evil was the 
contounded hot-bed 
wad away, 


, 
ac) 


le ord, 


) La Vestale has made 
power i? 
no questions, but let us instantly leave 
in such a crowd 


throuch 


hour I entered this 
of quavermg sharpers and 
squalling vixens, I in Hleaven’s name ! 
There was no timeto ask questions, 
util they 
had mentioned, Here 
visible by a single 


and Lennox 
battled his way along, reached the pits - 
Sue the darkness Wiis 
vnly made lainp, and all was 


silent and solitary. 


‘We had better wait here a few minutes until the || 


first rush be past,’ sud Lennox; ‘are you bette: 
now y 
‘Hush! here come some others: I am very un- 


willing to be known; let us stand back, and wait 
till they are past.’ 

As he spoke, two ladies and an elderly gentleman 
eume slowly on. Both females were enveloped in 
large wrapping cloaks, and one leaned heavily on 
the arm of the other. 

‘Had not Mr. Walton better see if the 


—the press is very great. 


carriage 
is Up, Sienora ? 

‘Do so if you please,’ replied the other, in ve ry 
low tones; yet, low as they », both Lennox and 
Willoughby instantly recognized them; nor could 
the utmost presence of mind prevent the latter from 
start and exclamation of surprise. The 


were 


viving a 
lady started forwards with a suppressed screani, 
uncertaim light of the lamp fell for 
2of Willouehby, 


ind as the amo 


tment on the feature thom ever met, 


TORY. 8 


‘ined vchilne It is he—it is himsell,’ 
senseless on the floor. 

‘ Do not mention me, Lennox,’ said Willoughby 
in much agitation, * and come when you can to my 
Hotel, I shall await you there.’ As he spoke he 
dashed hastily away, and was soon lost in the gloom, 
Lennox assisted the other female to raise the mo- 
eects form of her companion ; nor was it long 
hefove, with a heavy sigh, life returned, and with 
awakening Conseiousness she gazed eagerly around, 
as Vi vainly searching for some thing # that was not there. 

Are you better ?* softly asked Le nnox. 

‘ . he gone -—was he not here ?’ exclaimed she, 
wildly. 

‘Of whom do you inguire ? there was none here 
but myself.’ 

She sighed deeply. ‘Then it was but a dream ! 
Oh, God, have mercy on my agony. Yet what 
camsed ine to faint 2 are you very sure he was not 
here >’ 

Her attendant spoke to her in Italian, and she 
seemed to collect herself at her words, for she 
drew her cloak around her, and thanked Lennox 
for his attention, with a quiet dignity that would 
have thrown the most daring impertinence at a dis- 
tance, Tle could hardly believe that the pale fea- 
tres, bearing an expression of deep, though patient 
orrow, Which he now gazed on, were the same tliat 
he had beheld blazing with defiance and pride— 
that the eyes which now drooped so languidly be- 
wath their dark fringe, had then flashed with tri- 
imoph aad been lit with wild exulting passion. Mr. 
Walton had now returned to conduct her to her 
carriage, and Lennox followed. As she crossed 
the pavement, a woman, Whose tawdry rags pro 
claimed her most unhappy calling, made a desperate 
of the brilliant ear-rings which had 
not been yet thrown aside with her stage 
Lennox caught the woman's arin, and called to a 
police officer to take her in charge ; but Mademoi- 





SE 


she fell 


spatch at one 
dress. 


selle Estelle interfered. ‘ Do not prosecute the 
poor thing,’ said she, gently, * perhaps falsehood 
and cruelty first broueht her to this state e kind 





enough to vive her aid, Mr. Walton, for she lus 
imore Claim to pity than unkindness.’ 
| That woman has a heart,’ thought Lennox, as 
ithe curriage dyove olf, . perhaps a wronged and 
| bles ding One, Now tO Willoughby, he will be able 
ito explam this.’ . . . * * 
Thank Heaven, you are come at last,’ said Wil- 
louchby, as Lennox entered the room he Wis pacing 
recor mize lhie ¢f 


| 


‘what news—- did she 
‘Who ?’ 
‘Who—why Constance Estelle, your rara avis of 

a Prima Donna. Good Heavens, Lennox, was 

there ever any thing so unfortunate as her being 

there ;—if Lady Grosvenor should hear the slightest 
lsound of this cursed atlair, her antiquated notions 
would break off the marriage, and J should lose the 

‘fortune and counexion of Kilen—what shall I do %’ 
‘To answer you, I must know what sort of aec- 

quaintance you have with Mademoiselle Estelle. 

‘One rather unfavorable to the immediate purity 
of La Vestale,’ answeied he with a’sneer, * but sit 
down, and I will tell you the whole affair. 

‘You might, perhaps, remember having heard me 
speak of a severe illness | endured while in Switzer- 
land, occasioned by a fall from one of their cursed 
Jungfrans. IT was much hurt, and should probably 
have died. but for the kindness and attention of the 
Pustor, house | was carried, He Was ap 
humble, beloved by all 


ris: Little his elnless lite to tur 


1 whose 
inotltensive, gentle christian: 


flock, and spe cling 
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native valley to which all his hopes or ambition was| 


bounded, 


into the sweet seclusion of the Tyrol; nor envy and 

hatred polluted the hospitable hearts of its quiet 

villagers. 

mouitains, there was a lovely flower blooming, and 

_— this Alpine arose the joyous carol of the sweet- 
st bird that ever poured } its notes to Heaven,’ 

Willoughby paused in momentary emotion, but 
Lennox was not inclined to speak ; so he continued 
with a slight smile.—* I thought my days ot se nti- 
nent and. romance were long flown; yet | cannot 
recall the remembrance of what Constance wis then, 
without a sigh ,—scareely past the age of childhood, 
her form and featmes were yet moulded into sur- 
passing beauty, while every unstudied motion was 
mild, yet graceful as her native chamois. Born and 
brought up in the holy sequestration of the val- 
ley—the snow on Mount Blane was not more pure 
and unsullied than every thought and word of her 
gnifeless heart. Alas! the avalanche which rolls ta 
destruction down its side, is not more fearful in its 
power than that heart roused to passion. But it 
avails nothing to look back—suffice itto tell the facts 
as they happei ned,’ 

‘Sui ely, Reginald, exclaimed Lennox, ‘ you 
were not ve enough to abuse the hospitality of the 
father by effecting the rin of his only ehild 

W illoughby tried to Jaugh. * Why, you know, 

Colonel, I do not he nd to be such a Jose pl as 
vourself; besides, the heart of the mountain maid 
wus cold and frozen as a gladiator, and had it not 
melted beneath the sunshine of my passion, shi 
would never have knownmthe rapture of being be- 
loved. T taueht her to be blessed—can she blame 
me that the pleasures of this world are false and 
fleeting > But to my tale. It secon became neces- 
sary for concealment that Constance should fly with 
me from her fathers house, and here | must not 
deny her the justice of owning that it required all 
my passionate entreaties, all the sophistry I could 
command, all the power of working on her ftecling: 
which ] POSSCs: ed, to force her to this step. Inia 
state little short of distraction, | bore her for ever 
from her native vale, and trom that hour Constance 
was an altered creature. When she leit her fathe: 
in his age, she seemed to sever from her heart every 
holy and natural affection; when she forsook the 
happy home of her innocent childhood, she cast 
away with it the play ful mirth, the careless, contidine 
sunplicity, the softened piety which had hitherto 
wnarked her the untainted child of solitude 
ture. She came forth into the world, 
deep of its poisoned sy she tolded the vultures 
of cuilt and sin to her breast, and alike dared and 
defied the censure of God and man.’ 

* You paint a noble mind fearfully perverted. 

This change was any thing but pleasing to me ; 
the dream of my passion was well nigh over, and 
the sweet, refreshing innocence of character which 
had first won my love was gone, nor left a trace be- 


and na 


hind. Like Frankeistein, the mode; BT Prome theus, 
[ had formed a creature alter my own fancy, and 
now I started in discust and terror from the wild 
passion and energy [| had called into being. My 


thoushts too, beean to revert to my) family and iy 
home. IL considered how unworthily I was passing 
away the spring time of my days; [ burned with| 
emulation when [ heard the names of many a school-! 
fellow ranking hich already in the lists 
and fame, and I resolved to break the 
that chained me there a woman's slave, and 


of ambition| 


Amidst this unpolluted Paradise of the: 


and drank! 


isnoble bonds | 


devote! 


unyself to the more stirrmg scenes 


A 


of ‘hovorubie 


There, crime was unknown, except by) competition.’ 
name ; luxury had not introduced misery and vic e| 


‘Why did you not bring Constance with you ?' 

‘Surely you are mad to ask me such a question, 
To what purpose should [ bring her hither ? She 
is unconscious as a child of the world’s laws and 
regulations, and as uncaring too ; devoted alone to 
jone object, every thought and feeling centres in this 
iwild idolatry, and she cannot comprehend that 
lothe rs may not be as exclusively bound up In it as 
jherself. 





Bring her, do you say ? why, my every 
idea is now bent to avoid be ing recognised by her. 
Happily, she does not know my real name, and if I 
can but escape meeting her until after Lam married, 
ft shall not so much mind it afterwards,’ 

‘ But ave you sure that after your cruel desertion 
other, she still regards you with the same aflection ?’ 

‘Your question shows that you know nothing of 
Constance; hers is a heart that loves once and for 
ever. Besides, | lett her under pretext of soon re- 
tuining, and nothing but her tnpetuous temper 
could have brought her here in search of me, But 
it is time to say adieu. On Saturday 1 will request 
you to attend ‘Lady Grosve hors party to the opera 
inns plac ce, for IT shall do ny very best to keep clea 
of this fair T yrolese Syren. 

Col. Lennox gladly quitted the presence of Wil- 
loughby, for though they were long and intimately 
ae quaint d, he felt too shocked by ‘the cold selfish- 
ness Of his friend to render his company agreeable, 
* And this,’ thoucht he, ‘isthe fate ofwoman. The 
hand of God creates her a thing of purity and love- 
| lines, but the Simoon blast of passion breathes 
over the unfolding flower, and the foot ofthe destroyer 
jtramples its withered leaves upon the earth. * * * 
| It was about a week alter the above occurrence 
jthat a blaze of light within, and a crowd of carriages 
without, ammounced to the world that Lady Groave - 
‘a Was ‘at home’ to her ‘dear five hundred friends,’ 
i her house, at Park Place ; and many a witless 
|joke and would-be clever quiz, had Ellen Grosvenoi 
jtoe ndure, as she passed through the crowded rooms, 
leaning on the arm ot her intended, 

‘W hy, Ellen, said he, ‘Johnson and Wright 
have so altered your rooms, that [ hardly know 
Lian, or which way you are leading me, 

‘To the music room,’ she replied ; 
jnow who you will see there 2’ 

‘Tam not Usdipus enough to do that ; 
wn, nothing lovelier than yourself, 
that singing 2’ 

That is to make the Sphynx unriddle her own 
enigina, 





iwhere 


‘and guess 


but sure | 
Hark! who ts 


Oh, come in; she ts singing improvisa- 
tore—do come in, or we shall lose all.’ 
| A lady was seated at a harp, over whose golden 


\ strings her small, white hand strayed care lessly, ass 


‘if unconscidus of the melody it awakened. She had 
been asked to sine of love—unhappy love: and 


there was decp agony expressed in her dark eye, 
as she struck afew wildly mournful chords for sym 
phony. 


Oh! frown not so darkly! Oh! bid me not part 
From all thatiny life of its wo can beguile! 
From the joy that has shoné on my sorrowing heart, 
And the hope that bas decked my pale brow with a smile ' 
Oh! would you extin guish the last ray of light 
That gilded the captive’s abode of despautr ? 
Oh! would you the rose of the wilderness blight, 
} W hose blossoming made the waste places so fair ? 


The tlower whicl 





is brought from a far distant clime, 
Nod nursed with the softness which art can supply 

If snatched from these blessings while yet in its prime, 
And restored to its desolate home—it will die. 


, So my lone heart was early inured to its fate, 
| Till thy smile taught the joy thatit knew not befire 
0} sPoroitmottironm ¥ that frowr comes tug jale— 





Away trom you "ow, its ertetence 16 0 eF 
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She raised her head as the per saihenie died 
away, and listened with a sickly simile to the flatte- 
ries poured on her ear. Suddenly her eye flashed, 
wand her cheek crimsoned—with a vehement excla- 
mation, she sprung trom her seat, and rushed 
through the astonished crowd. At the door she. 
stoppe d, and looked eagerly onevery face, repeating, 
in accents of indescribabie agony, ‘Teaw him! | 
suw him" until convineed that her search was vain ; 
with acry of anguish, she sunk down, convulsed 
and senseless. 

In the confusion created by this incident, Wil- 
loughby made his way through the thronged stair- 

case, down the entrance into the street, just as Col, 
Lennox was about to enter; he caught his arm, ex- 
claiming— 

‘For Jleaven’s sake, Lennox, come with me, 
and help me to arrange something, or that detested 
ftalian will be ay ruin.’ 

‘Good Heavens ! is Mademoiselle Estelle at La- 
dy Grosvenor’s 7’ 

* Yes—had her there to surprise me agreeably — 
very agreeably, truly! Twish they would give her a 
vlass of negus, sweetened with arsenic.’ 

‘Willoughby ! 

‘Well! It is enough to make aman mad to be so 
tormented. Tfonce she discovers me, she will pub- 
lish every thing to every body 5 she has no command 
of herself—none !’ 

‘Poor thing! said Lennox, 
come, 


‘but 
rain, and 1 will 


with a sich; 
let us get out of this pouring 
endeavor to aid you, if T can.’ 

‘'There’s a fellow leaning agi 
him fora coach. 

‘Tt isa woman—what can take her out in sucha 
night 2’ 

*Pshaw ! who cares ? you are grown sucha Quix- 
ote about women, that—— 

A ery from the female Lennox had noticed inter- 
rupted his words, as she sprung forward, exclaim- 


Hust that kunp—send 


ing 
‘Reginald! Reginald! have we met at last 2 
It was indeed Constance who fellapon his breast ; 
firmly impressed with a belief that she had seen her 
lover, she » and had wan- 
dered the streets alone amidst the storm, 


escaped from her carriage 
and now 
she lay sobbing in his arms, reckless of the rain 
which poured upon her, unconscious of the time, 
the place, or the contending elements ; she only 
knew, she only felt that his arm supported her, and 
had she died that moment, she would have expired 
most happy. 

With curses not loud but dee p, Willoughby litted 
her into the coach that Lennox had procure “ds she 
was perfectly passive in his arms; but when he 


offered to Jeave her in the care of his friend, her 


feelings roused at once, and she ching to him with! 


a force that death could scarce relax. 


shall have a scene in the streets next. 
Lennox, for you alone can help me in this pretty 
dilemma.’ 

‘Where shall I drive 
the coachman. 

‘The devil knows perhaps, for LT am sure I don’t. 
Mademoiselle Estelle—Constance—where do you 
live > Shall the inan drive you home 
do you hear’ 

A few inarticulate murmurs were all her reply. 

‘Oh! she heeds me no more than the statue yon- 
der. What on earth shall I do; [ cannot take hei 
to my hotel.’ 


‘Where shall [drive 


to, your honor?’ querie a) 


Constance 


sir ? tis a bitte r cold nt hit , 


from her 


‘ Salve to h—ll, 
other place. 
| *ifush, for shame, Willoughby. Here, my good 
friend, dvive to South Moulton street. Quick, and 
| will pay you well, 

* All right, your honor. And the coach rattled 
briskly on, while those within kept an unbroken 
silence. Constance lay like a hushed infant on its 
inother’s breast, her arms locked around the neck 
of Willoughby, and the large tears falling slowly 
closed eyes upon his hand. He was 
wrapped in sullen meditation, and Lennox was 
mournfully musing on the misery that awaited the 
beautiful being before him. At last the carriage 
stopped at the apartments of Col. Lennox, and 
Willoughby carried Constance in and Jaid her on 
the sofa. 

Mademoiselle Estelle,’ said Lennox softly, * you 
ae very wet, your light dress is saturated with rain ; 
let me call my housekeeper to assist you,’ 

— § No, no,’ replied Willoughby npatie ntly, ‘do 
‘notlet us have servants with thei ir gossiping tongues, 
the attair will be bruited enoughas itis. Constance,’ 


if you will, tor | know of 


. 


jhe continued more gently, as he sat down by her, 
Jand put back the long damp rings of her hair, 


can T aid you in any thing ; 
can avail you, they shall freely be 


* Constance, tell me, 
ony services 
lviven 2’ 

| * Ob! Reginald, where have you been away this 
long, long tine; my heart was wearied almost to 
breaking for your stay; but | have you now, and 
the rast is as a forgotten dream.’ 

‘We have indeed been long parted, Constance, 
and far better had it been for both that we had never 
met agam. Things are changed since then. We 
ure not now onthe green hills of Tyrol, nor amongst 
the untrodden solitudes of the Alps; here 


b ] 


thai 


strives with man for mastery, and love and romance 


dwell here but in fiction or faney.’ 

‘Oh! let us ily then from this heartless, hateful 
world. Let us find an habitation and walk of our 
own, and make our heaven in each other. 

* You talk foolishly, Constance ; things are not 
more changed than are we ourselves. [T have eim- 
barked on a sea where all my attention is required, 
where alliny hopes, wishes and interests are cen- 
tred, and you have not been walling to follow my 
example,’ 

‘It was but to meet with you. Oh! think you 
that this glare and glitter has any charms for ime ; 
think you that the h ommage of a world would be any 
worth without you,’ 

An equivocal simile crossed the features of Wil- 
loughby as he replied: ‘Lam obliged to you for 
your regard ; but my own interests and those of 
my family, compel me to repeat, that our paths in 
life lay fav, very far, asunder, and I regret there- 


| tore that we have met, as it is Impossible for us ever 
‘Good God! Constance, will you be calm! We 
Come in, | 


to meet again but_as strangers.’ 
Constance started wildly up and placed her hand 
to her brow: * Do tell me,’ she said to Lennox, 


|* do tell me what he says, for ny brain is so stunne d 


that | could almost fancy he spoke unkindly.’ 

‘Ido not desire tobe unkind,’ re plied W illough by, 
delighted to find that his victim began to receive 
the idea he was laboring to impress. 
retain a very sincere re 

Recinald—Reg 


‘| shall alwavs 
‘gard tor you, and ——’ ; 

beloved — 
where are you—speak to me—tor horrid fancies are 
crowding 


nad mine own 


on my brain, and a voice 
like yours, but is not, 


which sounds 

is speaking daggers to my 
heart! Speak, and tell me that your love is unalter- 
} 


adie i my own —vour heart as unchaneine as this 
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which beats for you alone. Speak to me—this si- 
lence distracts ine—by all aay love aud sufferings 
tor you, speak 10 ne—as you were born of woman— 
say but one word—by yourhopes of Heaven—as you 
would save me from madness—speak—speak to me.” 

Even the stern heart of Willoughby was melted 
at the fearful agony of the poor girl, and he strove 
to soothe her into some composure; but he might 
as well have preached patience to the whirhvind ; 
eived the dreadful ide 
mito her heart, and it shook her sii 
to. dissolution. 

‘ Be patient, Constance, and hear me,’—said he ; 
‘you have professed an alfeetion for me,—would 


she had re tof his desertion 


eit frame almost 


you then desire to mar all my prospects and stand 
between me and iy best interests 2 

Phe poor gil gasped with anguish at this selfish 
appeal to her feelings, and answered hin in power- 
fu. emotion, 

‘LT injure vou! Gracious God! can you be so 
ernel > do you not know that for you I would give 
np any all on earth,—to serve you I would renounce 
my hopes of Heaven.” "Think not that I desire t 
share your rank or splendor,—oh no;—give to the 
world all your time, all your attention, bestow on 


) 


others more gifted than myself, vour smiles and 
company—only give to me your love, EP ask for no- 
thin but yous heat— let me but follow yout forties 
as a penal, will but Jove 
what care | for the opinions of the world.— You are 


us a shive: so you me, 
my world—youw ore my all.—cast me not away— 
despise not mine wwouv.—have merey ona breaking 
hi art ” , 

She would have fallen at his feet, but he upheld 
her, and putting her coldly aside, said— 

‘ht is pnposstblo—| repeat to you that TF have 
friends whose interest it is my duty to consult.’ 

‘And do they bid you trample thus on the heart 
that adores roun'—Almightvy God! had | not once 
father and friends—had | not once a home and 

Now | have none, | am an outcast and 


’ 
Poull 


tray and but tor vou [ ain alone upon this 
th—forsake me not, oh! mine only love, have 
sity on my wretchedness, for it is greater than | 


ean bear. 

Willoughby turned to Lennox and said, * come 
to me as soon as vou can—tarewell now,’ 

He turned to eo, but Constance + prang before hin. 

‘Go then,’ she exclaimed, dashing ber arms fran- 
ticly to Heaven, ‘ go, but trainple first over ny heart, 
for ‘you cannot crush it more Y She fe ll before the 
threshold of the apartipent, and Villouehby taking 
advantage of ber transient insenstbility, hastily stept 
past hee and quitted the house, 
to raise the wretched sufferer, a nail in the carpet 
had slightly wounded her marble and the 
blood trickling slowly down her face, recalled her 
Lennox called his housekeeper 
to his assistance, and they laid her on the sofa and 
ehated her frozen limbs : 
she uttered no complaint, nor shed a single tear, 
but the calmness of ler despaly was dreadful indeed. 
Colonel Lennox was a soldier, and had seen the car- 
nage of many abattle field; but he thought the mute 
agony of that forsaken girl more terrible to look up- 
on.—And that man will return to his home and Jay 


Lennox hastened 
brow, 
to life and misery. 


she was perfectly passive— 


lin head upon hus | illow, rejoicing m mw uly ‘ \ploit 


of having 


bie ut —i oes he deserve to be happy 4 
{ icil lin ov M f 
—— 
Phese tw nes that lonk sos lemn, 
Woes tit ire t ! tne « my 


VWIUS CLE DAU BOT Se 





NO MISTAKE, 

An Trish pig-merchant, who had more money in 
hix pocket than his ragged appearance denoted, took 
an inside place in one of our stage coaches.—A 
dandy, who was a fellow much 
annoyed atthe presence of Pat; and having missed 
his handkerchief, taxed him with having picked his 
pocket, threatening to have him taken before amag- 
istrate at the next stage, Defore they arrived there, 
however the exquisite found his handkerchief, which 
he had deposited in his hat. He made an awkward 
kind of apology upon the occasion, but Pat stopped 
him short with this remark, * Make vourself aisy, 
darling, there’s no occasion for any bother about 
the matter, You took me for a thief, and I took 
you for a gentleman, and we are both mistaken, 
ihat’s all, honey.’ 


passenger, was 





—_---—---— 


Selling offat Cost.—We were very much amused 
a few days since, by observing a little urchin in one 
of our streets, having asmall wagon drawn by a dog, 
containing various fruits, books, pamphlets, &c. for 
sale, and on one side of the wagon was painted A 
label, on which was printed m large letters * selling 
off at Ou iaquirmg of him the intention 
Or meaning of the label, the litthe tellow 
rood-naturedly remarked, that he had seen such 
labels atwnany of the stores, and that his mia had told 
him thatat the stores where these lubels were, they 
were prthe habit of obtamime trom the country folks, 


very 


ereate) prices for their goods than were asked at 
other stores, and he supposcd there could be ne 
harm in his trying the experiment on his little stock 
of Commodities, hoping that he might profit by it. 
Utica Int. 


“In only son—Diuring the French revolution, 
every one was called brother.—A Jacobin enterine 
i coffee room and seeing ayman reading the paper, 
said * Brother, when you have done with that, Pil 
thank yvouforit. No reply. He vepeated * Brother, 
when you have read the paper, Pil thank you for it.’ 
Sill no reply. Indienant at the circumstance, he 
went and slappedthe party onthe shoulder, repeating 
‘} beg 
‘T did not think you were speaking 


his demand a third time. your pardon,’ said 
the young man ; 
to me, for Tam an only son, 

l Fortunate Gamester.—A centleman who was 
eoing to fight a duel, asked a friend of his who had 
won a considerable stin the night before, to be his 
second, * My dear sir,” replied the gamester, * f 
won fifteen hundred cuineas last nicht, and shall cut 
but a poor figure at fighting to-day ; but if you will 
apply to the person T got them of, he will fight like 
ithe devil, for he has not a farthing left. 
| WSolicitors.—A young lawyer being very assiduous 
in his attention to a young lady, a wit observed, that 
he never heard of people making love by attorney.— 
‘Very true,’ replied the other, * but you should 
re member, that all Cupid's votari ars solicitors.” 


‘ Nature, Sir, nature,” observed a first rate orna- 


tabbed a tristing, helpless woiman’s menter ol the hair, (yun kly rubbing his hands, in 


which he 
‘che defies the powel ol man to 
And rest 
and then 


perform the celf He ater of 


order to dissolve al knob oft bear’s vrease 
held between them, 


set her laws aside! assured, this crease 


which hi 
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is manure matured the hair on 


he bye aye if ie wil] 





your 
vou, 
a ten 
Was 
md 
’ 
o'er- 
’ 
Cou 


A 
far bh 
frien 
othe 
Insp! 
my t 
have 
hishe 
serm 
[do 
thet 


A 
with 
he h 
the s 
repli 
yecth 


Tl 
fora 
wher 
very 
repli 


Ix SO) 


0, 
lad ( 
hive 
“ hos 
ciet 
what 
hones 
holda 
witha 

hall 
publi 


Phows 
" thy 
thee 


es 


EE 


is 





— --+ > eas = = 


your head.’—* [e's right, quite right, [ can assure 
vou, said a wag then standing by, * fon I well know 
a friend of mime who was quite bald, and in mistake 
was sold a pot of goose-grease. This he applied, 
and ina little time his head was covered o’er and 
o'er—ay, every bit of it, with feathers ''—Liver. 
Cour. 





A Welch Curate preached sermons in English 
far beyond what was expected of him. One of his 
friends, finding nothing analogous to them in his 
other writings, told him he thought he must be 
inspired when he composed his sermons. * Ah, 
my tear friend, that is a secret which [tell you. I 
have got, you do know, the cood and great Arch- 


hishop Tilloston’s works, and I do take one of his | 


cermons and I do translate it into Welch, and then 

{ do translate it back again into English; after which 

the tevil himself would not know it again for his own.’ 
—— 

A shoemaker was the other day fitting a customer 
with a pair of boots, when the buyer observed, that 
he had but one objection to them, which was that 
the soles were alittle too thiek. * Uf that is all,’ 
replied Crispen, ‘put on the boots, and the ob- 
jection will gradually wear away. 

The Dean of ———— Is notorious as alwavs fishing 
tora Bishopric; and inallusion to this circtunstance, 
when Luttrell was lately asked to what family the 
very Rev. centleman belonged, a know.’ 
ve plied the wit; ‘ but T take it for granted, that he 
Ix some relation to the M irq us of Auzle-sea’ (see.) 


do not 


Original Anecdote.—A few days ago, as an [Trish 
lad of about 9 years, Wis passhig our street with a 
fine string of trout, he was accosted by a geutleman, 
whose legal attainments would warrant a very suc- 
cinet system of chatechisi thus: * Well, my lad, 
what will you take for your fish?’ * Tuke,’ said the 
honest hoy scrate hinge his head with one hand, and 
holding up the fish with the other, and viewing them 
with a particular squint of epicuceanism—* aith! I 
hall tase Ve dneelica Re- 
publican, 


them tor my dinner 

A coxcomb talking of the transmigration of souls, 
‘ vid, : In the tine of Moses, IT have 
‘Very likely,’ replied a lady ; 
‘thne has robbed you of nothing but the gilding.’ 


no doubt I Was 
thre colden ealt.’ 


A lawyer boasting to an honest countryman, that 
a centleman whom he had never been in company 
* Like 
re plied Hodge, * but if he had been treice 
my thy COMPANY Vil be hanged if he would have left 
thee a farthinu.’ 


with more than once, lad left hima legacy. 
‘ iouvh,’ 
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DESCRIPTION OF THE PLATE. 
The Falls ot St. Anthony.in the Mis issippl, are four- 


teen miles below the mouth of the Mis ISSA\ reigony, oF 


Ki mn Rive ls 1 iaree aad lou 


gy stream cunning ti upor 
east biiK, and rbout teu nile worthiwest ol 
Pierre i er, Wich I thr Mi ppt frou thee V¢ 
vere so named by Lewis tlenmep ia, a. 4 
ONnAITY, no, travelle l wnto those part itt lho 11 
the fh t I pean «€ ° ‘ t pe ative | 
’ ‘> 4 iJ vi; ; ater | 
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jfeet and bas besides a formidable rapid above and below, 
iso that when viewed at a distance the falls appear much 
lhigher than they really are, the entire fall being, in little 
less than three fourths of a mile, sixty fve feet. A 
‘emall island, atthe biink of the falls, about forty feet 
ibroad and somewhat longer, on which grows a few hein- 
lock and spruce trees, divides 
the largest passing ou the west of the island. ‘lhe 
|vlate represents a view, taken in perspective, from a 
ipoint about two hundred yards below the schute of the 
ifalls, on the east shore. The falls of St. Anthony do 
{not inspire the beholder with that feeling of awe, which 
, 

jevery one must experience, Who gazes upon the mig ity 
cataract of Niagara ; vet they possess a simplicity of 
lcharacter far from unpleasing an fofferim ny attractions ; 
Ithough of a different nature, and wanting the soblimity 


of those presented by that magnificent spectacle of rock 


he current into two sheets, 


land water, with its gorgeous cloud of glittering spray. 
| Perhaps there are lew scenes where the rude and the 
| 


|picturesque are more happily blended than in this view 


ltis here that the beautiful prairies, of the upper Missis- 





}sippi are lost in the rugged bluifs bordering the banks of 
ithe river from this point dcowaward, 

' 

| TO CORRESPONDENTS, 

The seeond pistle of Miss Ca to Afr. Celebs, is tn tv pe leur? 
leould pot appear in this number for want of room Woe assure th 

lladyolshe will have alitile patience she sh see itt ain pret.’ 

We have other conmunications on linod, whieh we have neither 
time nor room to C@uumerate Woe will at lto thems us soon s 


irossible. 
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For the Rural Repository. 
SPRING. 

The Spring hath come again, and its mild air 
Hath touched the earth with renovating power, 
And its bright sky hath spread itself abroad, 
Ane its ten thousand beauties, bursting forth, 
Strike upon the delighted, raptured sense, 
Like the first sunlight’s pearly ray, upon 
A darkened world. Alike the stately forest, 


2: 











And the lowly vale, in all the freshness 1 


Of the burnished day, are sparkling in their bright, 
Their beautiful array—and the pure rill 

Flies, like a freed bird, o'er its pebbly bed, 

And its seft murmurs rise upon the air, 

Like the bland rustling of a Peri’s wing. 

There’s joy for God's creatures, and for man, 

His beart leaps up with gladness, and his warmed 
Blood springs back upon its fountain in very 
Kestacy of joy. Who can hush his praises 

Now, and check the thrill that vibrates every 
Fibre of his heart? | will hie me forth 

To worship—unot in an earth built temple, 

But in that gorgeous one not made with hands, 
Tue UntversE or Gon,.— OsMAR. 


For the Rural Repository 
* The life that now is and that which is to come.’ 

What is this life? “tis a dream of the sleeper, 
Which flits on its way with the darkness of night— 

A flower that is felled by the scythe of the reaper, 
Or withers and dies with the mildew and blight— 

A vapor by breezes borne over the skies, 

That wingless and noiseless fast, fast away flies. 

What is this life ? 





i 
tis a bubble of ocean, 


That rises and breaks with the roll of the wave— | 
A scene of existence and every commotion— 

A highway, well trodden, that leads to the grave, 
Where the dust of the tyrant no hand ever singles 
From the ashes with which it unconsciously mingles. 
‘The life that’s to come! ‘tis a sound as when even | 

Calls forth from her shades nature’s many-stringed lyre, | 


And seraphs and angels seem bending from lleaven, 
With hearts and lips glowing in music’s own fire. 
Rise, rise then, ye sleepers! the earth's not your home— 
Immortals ! lay hold on the life that’s to come. 


LINES. 
TO THE MEMORY OF THE GRANDSON OF SIR WALTER 
SCOTT 5 
Known tothe public as Hugh Litthejohn.—For whose use were 
written the Tales of aGrandfather. He wasa child of great mental 
promise, but afflicted from an early age with the disease of the 
epine.—-M. ¥Y. atlas. 
Boy of the laurel !—go! 
This earth was not for thee! 
The vulgar cares, that fret mankind, 
Had grieved and galled thy gentler mind— 
Thy frailer form. No, no !—be free! 
’ 


Boy of the laurel—go ! 
Thou worm-nipp'd bud,—thou blighted flower, 
Is it a general doom 
That to the gifted ones is given,” 
With niggard hand, the boon of Heaven, 
A blessing birth-marked for the tomb, 
A worm-nipp'd bud,—a blighted flower ; 
Babe as 


Is conste 


s thou wert—thy name 
lated here 
With howe to whom our language 
As gl 
Thing 
Now 


clings, 
nious and immortal things, 


s worthy of the nation s tear 


’ 


hallowing thy name 


of ity star! 


hich cheer det 


Ray 
W 


ama! 
he Vf We laren 


Thou 


tlre 


‘The mind we venerated! 


|Go !—gentle martyr,—go ! 





— a — ve — —— 
Couldst chase those care-shades frown his brow, 
By the world’s worship uoremoved,— 


Ray of our setting sun! 
Ah! hover near him still! 
Still whispering peace and love ! 
Thy feeble accents loved in life, 
Shall woo him from a world of strife, 
To gentler, bolier realms above, 


Where thou wilt sooth him still. 
/Child of the laurel !—go ! 


Heed not the tears we shed, 
Thine was the best of destinies ; 
Affliction trained thee for the skies, 
While love upheld thy fainting head ! 


*The eldest son of Mr. Cauning was afflcted in a similar man 


| ner.—Court Jour. 





THE CHILD’S FIRST GRIEF. 
BY MKS. HE 
*Ocall my brother back to me, 
I cannot play alone! 
The summer comes with flower and bee— 
Where is my brother gone ? 


MANS. 


* The butterfly is glancing bright 
Across the sunbeam’s track ; 
] care not now to chase its fight 


O call ny brother back ! 


* The flowers run wild, the flowers we sowed 


Around our garden tree 3 

Our vine is dropping with its load 
O call him back to me! 

* He would not hear my voice, fair child! 
He may not come to thee, 

The face that once, like spring time, sinil’d 
On earth no more thou 'lt see. 

* The rose’s brief, bright light of joy, 
Such unto him was given; 

Go, thou must play alone my boy! 
Thy brother is in heaven.’ 


*And has he left bis bird and flowers 
And must. eallin vain? 

And through the long, long summer hours 
Will he not come again? 


© And by the brook, and in the glade, 
Are all our wande 

Oh! while my brother with me play d, 
Would [had loved him more! 
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Answers to the puzzi.Ks in our last. 
Puzzu¥ 1.—Because it raises esteem (a sleam.,) 
Puzz.LE 11.— When he's a board, 

NEW PUZZLES. 
}. 
A denial, a T and the name of an ore, 
And whatto his cattle the pioughman will roar, 
With a relishing piece, from a swine we obtain, 
Discover a town, which I beg you'll explain. 
If. 








Why are the lawyers frue as scale beains : 
Teostina® . 
Writing Ink, 


Of a superior quality, by the 
Stoddard's Bookstore. 


gailon or less quantity, for sale at A 








RURAL REPOSITORY, 


Ts published everyotherSaturday by WILLIAMB stop I, \RD 


Hudson, N. Y. at ONE DOLLAR, per annum payable in adve 

Persons forw arding FIVE DOLLARS, ehall receive Siz Co; 

The volume wi!! be embellished with Copperplate Engraving 

1 Title page and Imtew wil! be furnished at the end of the year 
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